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f|H ! Thou didst die for me. Thou Son 
of God ! - 
By Thee the throbbing flesh of man 
was worn 5 
Thy naked feet the thorns of sorrow trod. 
And tempests beat Thy houseless head 
forlorn. 
Thou that wert wont to stand 
Alone, on God's right hand. 
Before the ages were, the Eternal, Eldest-bom. 
Thy birthright in the world was pain and 
grief. 
Thy love's return, ingratitude and hate 5 
The limbs Thou healedst brought Thee wi 
relief, 
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The eyes Thou openedst calmly view'd 
Thy fate : 
Thou that wert wont to dwell 
In peace, tongue cannot tell. 
No heart conceive the bliss of Thy celestial 
state. 

They lead Thee to the Roman's solemn 
haU, 
Where the proud judge in purple splendour 
sate j 
Thou stood* st a meek and patient criminal. 
Thy doom of death from human lips to 
wait 5 
Whose throne shall be the world 
In final ruin hurFd, 
With all mankind to hear their everlasting 
fate. 

Thou wert alone in that fierce multitude. 
When " Crucify Him ! " yell'd the general 
shout : 
No hand to guard Thee 'mid these insults rude, 
Nor lips to bless Thee in that frantic route^ 
Whose lightest whisper' d word 
The seraphim had heard. 
And adamantine arms from all the heavens 
broke out. 
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They bound. Thy temples with the twisted 
thorn, 
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Slow struggled from Thy breast the parting 
breath. 
And every limb was wrung with agony. 
That head, whose veilless blaze 
Fiird angels with amaze. 
When at that voices prang forth rolling suns 
on high. 

And Thou wast laid within the narrow tomb. 
Thy clay-cold limbs with shrouding grave- 
clothes bound 3 
The sealed stone confirmed Thy mortal doom. 
Lone watchmen walk'd Thy desert burial- 
ground. 
Whom heaven could not contain. 
Nor th' immeasurable plain 
Of vast Infinity enclose or circle round. 

For us, for us. Thou didst endure the pain. 

And Thy meek spirit bow*d itself to shame. 
To wash our souls from sin*s infecting stain. 
To avert the Father's wrathful vengeance 
flame: 
Thou, that couldst nothing win 
By saving worlds from sin. 
Nor aught of glory add to Ihy all-glorious 
name. 

MiLMAN. 



CHAPTER I. 




CSn'0t*0 feolemn Commanlr* 

"Son, go work to-day in my vineyard." 

pHESE are solemn words. They ex- 
press the affection of the Father 
and the authority of the Sovereign. 
They imply a duty, for the neglect of which 
no excuse will be deemed sufficient, no dis- 
pensation granted. There is no alternative 
between doing the Master's work or suffering 
His displeasure. 

Do you inquire. Christian, what you are 
expected to do ? Which is your field of la- 
bour? When you are to enter it? How 
long you are to toil ? Let me reply to these 
questions through a fact from the \\\sX53rj ^S. -a. 
man of the world. 
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A gentleman, named Quatremer Disjonval, 
was once thrown into a dungeon in the city 
of Utrecht. Without a companion, without 
books, what could he do in his solitary prison ? 
Apparently nothing. But unwilling to be 
idle, even there, he gave himself to the care- 
ful study of the habits of a spider, which had 
spun its web within his cell. He soon found 
himself able to predict changes in the weather 
from its movements, — a trifling discovery, but 
yet vastly useful to him in the issue ; for the 
next winter a French army invaded Holland, 
and was in full tide of victory, when a sudden 
thaw stopped its progress, and led its ohieh to 
resolve upon a retreat. But the prisoner, who 
had learned its movements from his jailer, and 
who, from the conduct of the spider, judged 
that severe frost would soon return, contrived 
to inform the French of his opinion. They 
put faith in his judgment, and maintained 
their ground. The frost soon returned, as he 
predicted. The victorious French completed 
their conquests, and Disjonval was set at 
liberty. 

In this fact we see a man doing all that 

was possible to his powers under his circum- 

stances. It was a little thing he did, but it 
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had mighty results* It determined the issues 
of a war and gave him freedom. And what 
does Christ require of thee, O Christian, but 
to do always what may be possible under 
your circumstances, to diminish the amount of 
human sin and sorrow, and to increase human 
purity and happiness? A smile, a word, a 
tear, a gift, a prayer, or a sermon may be the 
thing required, according to your abihty and 
opportunity. Every moment is the time 5 
every place the sphere of your labours ; every 
human being who comes within reach, of your 
influence the subject for you to act upon. 
The duty to be done may appear trifling in 
itself, or it may seem weighty and serious 5 
but, if done aright, it will be fraught with 
mighty consequences. Remember a virtuous 
act is never lost, even as no action terminates 
in the cause which gives it birth. 

Go then. Christian, in the spirit of this 
command, and do '^ whatsoever thine hand 
findeth to do." Seek thy work, and it will 
come to thee. Perform it well, and it shall 
remain to thy praise for ever. If thou seest 
its fruits, rejoice J if thou beholdest it not, 
continue nevertheless to labour. 

The child who sowa ^o^et-%e.^^ vcv \v\% 
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garden at night, is apt to weep in the morn- 
ing if the expected flowers do not appear. It 
is well if he do not impatiently destroy his 
first labour by raking after the seeds to see if 
they have sprouted. With a spirit very simi- 
lar to this do many Christians labour for God. 
With zeal they sow the seed 5 but when the 
fruit delays its coming, with child-like im- 
patience they fret, and pronounce their labour 
lost. 

This is not only childish conduct, it is 
worse; it betrays an undisciplined spirit, an 
unsanctified will, and an impatience unworthy 
of a disciple of Christ. It savours not a little 
of selfish vanity, which yearns to feed it- 
self on the proofs of its power to accomplish 
moral results. It indicates that earthly aims 
are mixed with religious labours; otherwise 
the mind would find its reward in the 
consciousness of duty done — of God's ap- 
proval. It would not fret itself because the 
seed delayed to shew its shoots above the 
soil. 

As a man of faith, you must learn to wait 
as well as to labour. You must comprehend 
that it is your mission to sow, to plant, and to 
^ater. These things must be done; you 
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must be satisfied to wait, knowing that the 
tardiness of the seed to throw out its shoots is 
not always a proof that its vitality is lost — 
a moral harvest is often reaped a long time 
after it is sown, frequently after the sowei 
has gone to his long home. Therefore, wait 
in hope ! 

A great African explorer relates an anec- 
dote, that when a lad he once shot an arrow 
in the air ; so lofty was its flight that he lost 
sight of it, and failed to detect the place of its 
descent. Long time he searched in vain 
around the meadow, and at last went home 
mourning over the loss of his arrow. Years 
passed away. He became a man. After 
some thirty years he revisited the haunts of 
his boyhood. Walking round this meadow, 
he gazed upon the venerable oak, whose wide- 
spreading branches had frequently shehered 
him in his boyhood from the rays of a sultry 
sun. Full of old memories, he paused until 
his eye rested upon a feather which protruded 
from a hollow in the tree. He drew it forth, 
and with it the identical arrow which years 
before he mourned as lost ! 

And is it not thus with the efforts o€ Ci<^^^ 
children ? They speak m \\v^ e^x^ oi v^^^^t^^ 
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they give a tract, they utter an exhortation, 
or, if in the ministry, preach a sermon. They 
strive to watch the flight of the shaft. Vain 
endeavour ! They cannot track it as it enters 
the mysterious regions of the mind ; and they 
too often foolishly deem it lost. But it is not 
so. It has done its work; and either in 
ftiture years of time or in eternity, that effort, 
like the long-lost arrow, shall come back to 
its owner, bringing with it a blessing, even 
the reward of duty faithfully performed. 

While Dr Coke was journeying in America 
he once attempted to ford a river, but his 
horse lost its foothold and* was carried down 
the stream. The doctor narrowly escaped 
drowning by clinging to a bough which over- 
hung the river-side. A lady in the vicinity 
gave him entertainment in his distress; sent 
messengers after his horse, and did him much 
kindness ; when he left her roof he gave her 
a tract. 

For five years the good doctor toiled on in 
the cause of Christ in England and in Amer- 
ica. Whether his tract had been destroyed, 
or had pierced a human heart, he knew not — 
nay, had forgotten its gift. But one day, on 
hjs way to a conference of ministers, a young 
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man approached him and requested the favour 
of a few minutes* conversation. 

"Do you remember, sir, being nearly 
drowned in this river some five years ago ? " 

''I remember it quite well," replied the 
doctor. 

" Do you recollect the widow lady at 
whose house you were entertained after escap- 
ing from the river? ** 

" I do, and shall never forget the kindness 
she shewed me.** 

" And do you also remember giving her a 
tract when you bade her farewell ? ** 

" I do not \ but it is very possible I did so." 

"Yes, sir, you did leave a tract. That 
lady read it, and was converted. She lent it 
to her neighbours, and many of them were 
converted too. Several of her children were 
also saved ; a society was formed, which flou- 
rishes to this day.** 

This statement moved the doctor to tears. 
But the young man, after a brief pause, re- 
sumed, saying, 

" I have not quite told you all. I am her 
son. That tract led me to Christ. And 
now, sir, I am on my way to conference to 
be ordained to the wotVl oi \.\ife m\\»sXs?i-' 
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Thus did the good Dr Coke find his arrow 
in an unexpected hour 3 and thus will your 
shafts come back to you. Christian, in due 
season. Courage, therefore, drooping friend ! 
Weep not over any apparent want of success. 
But as you have learned to labour, so learn 
also to wait. Only see to it, that you toil on 
in faith, and wait in hope. Yea, 

" Be you like yon old mountain oak, 
Of sturdy mien — in purpose strong, 
And prove thyself to be unchanged 
In every sense from right to wrong. 

" Let not success unbalance mind ; 
In adverse times be honest, then — 
Support the truth, and thou shalt march 
A monarch in the van of men.'* 



CHRISTIAN ACTIVITY. 

WouLDST thou from sorrow find a sweet relief? 

Or is thy heart oppress'd with woes untold ? 
Balm wouldst thou gather for corroding grief? 

Pour blessings round thee like a shower of gold ? — 

'Tis when the rose is wrapp'd in many a fold 
Close to its heart, the worm is wasting there 

Its life and beauty ! not when, all unroll'd. 
Leaf after leaf, its bosom, rich and fair. 
Breathes freely its perfumes throughout the ambient air. 

Wake, thou that sleepest in enchanted bowers, 

Lest these lost years should haunt thee on the night 

When death is waiting for thy number'd hours 
To take their swift and everlasting flight ; 
Waire, ere the earth-born charm unnerve thee quite, 
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And be thy thoughts to work Divine address'd. 

Do something— do it soon — with all thy might. 
An angel's wing would droop if long at rest, 
And God Himself, inactive* were no longer blesL 

Some high or humble enterprise of good 

Contemplate, till it shall possess thy mind, 
Become thy study, pastime, rest, and food. 

And kindle in thy heart a flame refined. 

Pray Heaven for firmness thy whole soul to bind 
To this thy purpose — to begin, pursue. 

With thoughts all fix'd, and feelings purely kind ; • 
Strength to complete, and with delight review, 
And grace to give the praise where all is ever due. 

Has immortality of name been given 
To them that idly worship hills and groves, 

And bum sweet incense to the queen of heaven ? 
Did Newton learn, from fancy, as it roves, 
To measure Worlds, and follow where each moves t 

Did Howard gain renown that shall not cease 
By wanderings wild that Nature's pilgrim loves f 

Or did Paul gain heaven's glory and its peace, 
By musing o'er the bright and tranquil Isles of Greece? 

'Tis infamy to die and not be miss'd, 

Or let all soon forget that thou didst e'er exist I 

Rouse to some work of high and holy love. 
And thou an angel's happiness shalt know, — 

Shalt bless the earth while in the world above ; 
The good begun by thee shall onward flow 
In many a branching stream, and wider grow ; 

The seed that, in these few and fleeting hours, 
Thy hands unsparing and unwearied sow. 

Shall deck thy grave vrith amaranthine flowers. 
And yield thee fniits Divine in heaven's immortal bowers I 

WiLCOJf. 



CHAPTER 11. 




Eejjjaion for an 3|ntioUnt 9Di0c(ple. 

" Strive to enter in at the strait gate ; for many, I say unto 
you, will seek to enter in, and shall not be able.'* 

SIFFORT is the price of success in every 
department of human action . From 
the attainment of rudimental know- 
ledge to the salvation of the soul, every pro- 
gressive step is made by undaunted toil. The 
boy who drones over his book, a slave to listless 
laziness, thereby secures a place for himself at 
the foot of society. The man who shrinks 
from difficulties in his business or profession 
— ^who refuses to climb because the rock is 
sharp, and the way steep, must make up his 
mind to slide back, and to lie in the shadows 
below, whWe others use him as a stepping- 
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block for their own rising. For this, such is 
the constitution of society, there is no help. 
The poet wrote truly, who said — 

" Thou must either soar or stoop, 
Fall or triumph, stand or droop ; 
Thou must serve or govern; 
Must be slave, or must be sovereign ; 
Must, in fine, be block or wedge. 
Must be anvil, or be sledge." 

And these words of Jesus teach thee this 
lesson, O Christian, with respect to thy salva- 
tion ! Eternal life can be secured only by 
eager, earnest toiling along the narrow way of 
duty. That way is well defined, and free of 
access to all who sternly will to enter it ; but 
its entrance is beset with difficulties, and all 
along its length are obstacles and ambushed 
foes seeking to turn the fainting traveller 
aside. He who, like Bunyan^s Timorous and 
Mistrust, flees from the voice of lions, is un- 
done. He may desire to triumph 3 he may 
even make feeble and spasmodic attempts to 
tread the path; but unless he strive with all 
the energy of his nature, stimulated by the 
Divine influences which attend the exercise of 
a true faith, he will not be able to enter in. 
Thus hath the Master said, and thus should&<. 
thou believe, O disciple \ 
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And why should you object to agonise and 
strive, when the prize is eternal life? It is 
said of Tasso the poet, that the manuscripts 
of his " Jerusalem Delivered'* were so blotted 
with innumerable corrections, as to be scarcely 
legible. Another poet. Pope, kept his works 
in his study from one to two years before he 
allowed them to be printed. Now, if to 
secure all the perfection possible to their 
writings, these poets strove so painfully, how 
much more ought you to strive for the 
purity of your heart and the salvation of 
your soul ! 

Strive mightily, therefore, O Christian, 
since, to shake off an indolent spirit, to stir 
your soul to exertion, to reach constantly up- 
ward, to struggle for a firm foothold in the 
most slippery places, — to wrestle manfully, 
even when principalities and powers are your 
foes, — ^to refuse submission to any evils, how- 
ever frowning — are conditions you must either 
fulfil, or sink to littleness, or uselessness, per- 
chance to ruin. Therefore, with a brave 
heart and an unconquerable spirit, you must 
address yourself to the work of the day, striv- 
ing, with pure aims and religious trust, for an 
Increase of jour talents, and for such a victory 
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over sin as will enable you to stand unabashed 
in the last day. 

Striving thus, you need fear no failure. 
Your triumph, though delayed for a time, 
shall come at last. Say, then, with the 
poet — 

" So let it be. In God's own might 
We gird us for the common fight ; 
And strong in Him, whose cause is ours. 
In conflict with imholy powers, 
We grasp the weapons He has given — 
The light, the trutli, the love of Heaven.** 



PURSUIT AFTER HAPPINESS. 

No longer I follow a sound, 
No longer a dream I pursue ; 

happiness not to be found ! 
Unattainable treasure, adieu ! 

1 have sought thee in splendour and dress, 
In the regions of pleasure and taste ; 

I have sought thee, and seem'd to possess, 
But have proved thee a vision at last 

An humble ambition and hope. 
The voice of true wisdom inspires : 

'TIS sufficient, if peace be the scope 
And the summit of all our desires. 

Peace may be the lot of the mind 
That seeks it in meekness and love ; 

But raptiure and bliss are confined 
To the glorified spirits above. 

B 



CONTW^* 



CHAPTER III. 

dSIortrjS Df Comfort for 9De0pontring: 
jaDi0e(plejS. 



• In the world ye shall have tribulation ; but be of good 
cheer, I have overcome the world.** 




HERE is an island in a distant 
sea, from whose shores the fisher- 
men sail in tiny crafts to procure 
the treasures of the deep. During their 
absence thick mists often descend* and cover 
highland, cliff, and beacon with so tliick a 
veil, that these hardy mariners are left with- 
out a mark by which to steer their laden 
barks. But in these dull hours they are not 
left to wander, unguided, on the pathless sea. 
When the time for their return arrives, the 
women of the islet — mothers, wives, sisters. 
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and daughters — descend to the shores and 
raise the voice of song. Borne on the quiet 
air, their voices soon fall sweetly on the ears 
of the loved ones on the sea. Guided by the 
well-known sounds, they steer their boats in 
safety to the shore. 

And thus to thee, O Christian, comes the 
voice of love from the celestial shore, as thou 
wanderest, a bewildered child of tribulation, 
on the misty sea of life. Hearken! *'Beof 
good cheer!'* is the cry that greets thee. It 
comes from Jesus, who has overcome this 
world, which is the scene and source of your 
trials. His conquest of your adversary is the 
pledge of your victory. Therefore, *' Be of 
good cheer ! " 

There is no person living who does not, at 
times, feel a spirit of discouragement stealing 
over him. As a cloud obscures the moon, as 
mists shroud the sunbeams, so despondency 
spreads a curtain before the mental eye, and 
everything in and about the soul assumes a 
dull, sombre, threatening aspect. Clouds 
and storms frown, loweringly, from above j 
difficulties wall up life's path 5 dangers, like 
spectral faces with large malignant eyes, gaze 
fiercely through the gloaming 5 and the soul. 
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shuddering with terror, and shrinking from 
further conflict, longs, yet fears, to die. This 
spirit is not peculiar to one class, but is com- 
mon to all. It assails the weary and feeble 
woman, borne to the dust by bodily affliction, 
oppressed with a multitude of domestic per- 
plexities, harassed with innumerable petty,' 
but consuming cares, and, if she submits to it, 
she loses heart and hope. The sun of her life 
sets untimely, and she weeps away her exist- 
ence in self-consuming sadness. 

It is equally powerful in its sway over the 
high-minded merchant and the lusty artisan, 
who in their dark days seem walled in by 
forebodings of bankruptcy, poverty, and the 
poor-house. It often aflects Christians, tooj 
and, hiding the cross from their vision, leads 
them to contemplate their past sins and re- 
maining corruptions, until their redemption 
seems hopeless. And, more mendacious 
still, it stalks into the pulpit, whispers into 
the ear of the minister, insinuating that he 
does not enjoy the confidence of his people 
— that he is not appreciated — ^that his gifts 
are diminishing, and that he had better retire 
from the work of the ministry as speedily as 
possible. Thus, a despondent spirit assails 
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all classes and professions, and no man who 
suffers from it need deem himself peculiarly 
tried. As it assails him, so it assails all. 

But there is a vast difference between dif- 
ferent persons, in the degree and power 
which this spirit attains over them. In some, 
owing to natural temperament, to the state 
of the health, or, more frequently, to the 
absence of a prompt and vigorous resistance 
to its influence, it gains the empire of the 
soul. Such persons, like the poet Cowper, 
sink into settled melancholy. They become 
the victims of a morbid sensitiveness. They 
acquire a marvellous power to discern evil in 
everything, but are blind to all that is lovely 
and beautiful in life. Its thorns they dili- 
gently gather, and hug with unnatural fond- 
ness to their pierced bosoms, fascinated, it 
would seem, by the ills which so cruelly lacer- 
ate them. But on the flowers which bloom 
with beauty at their feet, they refuse even to 
gaze. There is scarcely anything in human 
life, except guilt, more to be dreaded than 
such a state as this. 

To avoid it, its incipient symptoms must 
be manfully resisted. To prevent its first 
shadows from falling darkly on the soul is 
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impossible. Those shadows fall unbidden, 
suddenly, apparently without cause, and often 
in the midst of our most sunny hours. Even 
the mighty spirit of Napoleon felt them when 
he stood before his pavilion to witness his 
grand army cross the Niemen, on its way to 
Moscow and a grave 5 and, after its almost 
innumerable battalions, with their standards 
floating proudly in the breeze, their helmets 
and bayonets glistening in the sun, had defiled 
in his presence, and presented to his gaze an 
army such as no previous commander had 
ever led into the field, he is said to have sud- 
denly assumed a grave and gloomy aspect. 
Turning from the spectacle before him, he 
hummed a martial air, and hastened within 
the imperial tent. What did this act signify, 
if not that dark shadows fell on his heart, and 
that he inwardly trembled before some spec- 
tral evils, like a common man 1 

What these shadows are, and whence they 
come, are mysteries. Perhaps they proceed 
from the soul itself, which, in the midst of its 
most glowing triumphs, remembers its inhe- 
rent weakness, — beholds itself a mere spark, 
glimmering, like the tiny glow-worm, amidst 
the infinite, and liable to be trodden into 
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death by the foot of Almighty power j or, 
perhaps^ they fall from the earthly objects we 
almost unconsciously clioose as suns and stars 
to light us on our pilgrimage, instead of 
deriving all our light from God. But no 
sooner do we look for light than, lo ! the 
shadows come — merciftd shadows, if we un- 
derstood their meaning. They teach us our 
creature suns are opaques. They bid us fly 
from them to Him who liveth in light, and 
who is Light 3 whose presence casteth no 
shadows on a trustfrd mind, and who crieth 
to us from afar, "Be of good cheer!" 

To fly from a despondent spirit into the 
light, becomes, therefore, our first duty. To 
yield to it, is the death of happiness and use- 
fulness. A life of darkness is wretchedness 3 
and who, with despondency preying upon his 
spirit, can achieve any great results in life? 
No man J for melancholy robs the mind of 
strength. It is as rottenness to the bones ; it 
is a mental " marasmus,** under whose influ- 
ence the noblest powers will pine away into 
desuetude and desiccation. 

There was once an eccentric instructor of 
youth, who, instead of following the ancient 
and approved fashion of beating knowledge 
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into unwilling skulls with a rod, was accus- 
tomed to help a perplexed scholar through a 
crooked problem by a word of explanation^ 
and by urging him to a successful effort with 
the exclamation, '* Never despair.'' 

This " Never despair" became the battle- 
cry of his school, and the source of many an 
Algebraic victory. How much more should 
the " Be of good cheer*" of the blessed Christ 
become thy battle-cry, O Christian, and thy 
charm against despondency in the great 
strifes of life? It possesses a mystic force 
beyond all the amulets of Oriental fame. 
*' Be of good cheer!" " Never despair!" How 
cheerfully it echoes through the chambers of 
the soul ! What a call to its sinking energies ! 
How it silences the silly prattle of fear ! How 
it revives the silent, drooping heart of hope ! 
Never despair ! No, never ! " Be of good 
cheer" always. Yes, always. 

"What! — not when one has failed, as I 
have done, after ten thousand efforts, to rise 
into spiritual triumph 1 What can I do but 
despair 1" Is this your inquiry, discouraged 
disciple ? Do ? You can trust ! As when 
one is fainting, he falls helpless into the arms 
of a friend, so you, in your perfect weakness, 
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can leave all other aids alone, and sink in self- 
despair into Christ's bosom. "But He will 
let me utterly fall." Hush, dear reader j that 
saying is an insult to Christ. It exposes a 
conviction, on your part, that Christ can be 
guilty of falsehood and lying. Forbear that 
doubt, therefore. You can sink into Christ, 
and rise into spiritual life and victory 5 there- 
fore, " Be of good cheer." 

" But what can I do but despair?" exclaims 
a mercantile reader. " I have failed in busi- 
ness 5 I have thereby undeservedly lost the 
confidence of my brethren. I am poor now, 
and I see no ground /or hope." Tush, man; 
never despair. Great powers lie slumbering 
in your soul. They only wait your summons. 
Rise, therefore, in the majesty of an uncon- 
quered will. Be superior to your misfor- 
tunes. Assert the supremacy of mind over 
circumstances. Begin life anew. Assault your 
obstacles with sturdy blows, and look well to 
Him who says, " Commit thy way unto the 
Lord, trust also in Him, and He shall bring 
it to pass." " Be of good cheer." 

But I hear another voice. It comes from 
the delicate invalid, the exhausted mother. 
"I have nothing to hope for," is her lan- 

\ 
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guagej *'my health is gone, my hopes 
crushed. Motion is toil to me, and existence 
pain. Darkness is in my soul, and I am 
weary of life 5 and yet I dare not die. Must 
I not despair?** 

No, child of affliction, no 5 even you must 
hope. Never despair. Jesus loves you. That 
thought is a cheerful ray of light, in which 
you may rejoice, at least, a little. True, you 
are a physical sufferer 5 perhaps you always 
will be. Yet— 

** Look yonder at that cloud, which through the sky 
Sailing long, doth cross in her career 
The rolling moon. I watch'd it as it came. 
And decm'd the dark opaque would blot her beams ; 
But, melting like a wreath of snow, it hangs 
In folds of wavy silver round, and clothes 
The orb with richer beauties than her own ; 
Then passing, leaves her in light serene." 

Do you understand the poet, sister? As 
that cloud clothes the moon in richer beauty, 
so shall your afflictions, patiently borne, robe 
your suffering spirit in lustres, which will 
make it all the more precious to its Redeemer 
for ever J yes, for ever! 

Can you not, then, endure a little hour of 
suffering for an eternity of increased bliss? 
Ay, .you can. Then let hope sing its songs 
once more in your soul j and whatever may 
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be your pangs^ bear them, gazing most lov- 
ingly in, the face of Jesus, and saying, '* Lord, 
I will never despair.*' ^ 

Thus applied, this motto has force to keep 
the mind from falling into confirmed melan- 
choly, and to, lead it to the height of its 
power to achieve great and good things 5 
for, while despondency unmans, a hopeful 
spirit, by creating a consciousness of power, 
sets all its faculties into vigorous motion. 
Thus the artist Correggio, when young, saw 
a painting by Raphael. Long and ardently 
did the thoughtful boy gaze on that picture. 
His soul drank in its beauty, as flowers drink 
moisture from the mist. He waked to the 
consciousness of artistic power. Burning 
with the enthusiasm of enkindled genius, the 
blood rushing to his brow, and the fire flash- 
ing from his eyes, he cried out, " I also am a 
painter." 

That conviction carried him through his 
initial studies 5 it blended the colours on his 
palette^ it guided his pencilj it shone on his 
canvas, — until the glorious Titian, on witness- 
ing his productions, exclaimed, " Were I not 
Titian, I would wish to be Correggio." 

Thus, by refusing to despair of success, and 
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by a summons to his powers, Correggio drew 
them forth, and triumphed. 

And it must be so with thee, O Christian, 
if you ever attain to holiness, and happiness, 
and usefulness. "Be of good cheer,'* must 
be your watchword in every strife. If you 
are borne down to-day by force or guile, you 
must shout your battle-cry, and ifesume the 
conquest to-morrow. If the waves overflow 
you, and you sink in deep waters, you must 
gather fresh courage from the mysterious 
depths of your soul, and from God, and once 
more mount the surface and rejoice. How- 
ever oppressed, hindered, crushed, tried, 
walled in, or tempted, still let your eye be 
fixed on God, and your cry be heard echoing 
above all your foes, " I will be of good cheer." 
Do this, and you are sure to win some spoils, 
and to attain the glorious goal toward which 
you run. 

" Onward, Christian, through the region 
Where thou art bedrear and lone , 
God hath set a guardian legion 
Very near thee,— press thou on I* 
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SUBMISSION. 

There Is a secret in the ways of God, 

With His own children, which none others know, 

That sweetens all He does : and if such peace. 

While under His afflicting hand, we find. 

What will it be to see Him as He is? 

And, past the reach of all that now disturbs 

The tranquil soul's repose, to contemplate. 

In retrospect unclouded, all the means 

By which His wisdom has prepared His saints 

For the vast weight of glory which remains ! 

Come, then, affliction, if my Father bids. 

And be my frowning friend : a friend that frowns 

Is better than a smiling enemy. 

We welcome clouds which bring the former rain, 

Though they the present prospect blacken round, 

And shade the beauties of the op'ning year, 

That, by their stores enrich'd, the earth may yield 

A fruitful summer and a plenteous crop. 

SWAINE. 




CHAPTER IV. 

%t00on of Courage for t^e l^our 
of ifierte Conaitt* 

** Lo ! 1 am with you alway, even unto the end of the 

WORLt>." 




[HERE is a touching fact related in 
the history of a Highland chief of 
the noble house of M'Gregor, who 
fell, wounded by two balls, at the battle 
of Prestonpans. Seeing their chief fall, the 
clan wavered, and gave the enemy an ad- 
vantage. The old chieftain, beholding this 
effect of his disaster, raised himself up on his 
elbow, while the blood gushed in streams 
from his wounds, and cried aloud — "I am 
not dead, my children j I am looking at you 
to see you do /our duty." 
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These words revived the sinking courage of 
his brave Highlanders. There was a charm 
in the fact that they still fought under the 
eye of their chief. It roused them to put 
forth their mightiest energies 5 and they did 
all that human strength could do to stem and 
turn the dreadful tide of battle. 

And is there not a more powerful charm 
for thee, O Christian, in the fact, that you 
contend, in the battle-field of life, under the 
eye of your Saviour ? Wherever you are — 
however oppressed by foes — however ex- 
hausted by the stem strife with evil — the eye 
of Christ is fixed most lovingly upon thee. 
Nor is Jesus the only observer of your con- 
duct 5 you are " compassed about by a cloud 
of witnesses." Human and angelic minds, 
animated — the good by love, and the evil by 
hatred — are the spectators of your actions. 
Thus is the theatre of your life made sublime j 
and you contend for salvation under circum- 
stances sufficiently grand, and with results 
before you sufficiently awful, to arouse your 
most latent powers, and to stimulate you to - 
strive bravely, vigorously, and perseveringly, 
even unto victory. 

But the good man \a a^\. ^o iox'^eX. V^ *>a^ 
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observed. The terrestrial and visible exclude 
the celestial and invisible. Ceasing to w^alk 
by faith, he loses sight of the innumerable 
witnesses who surround him. Then he mag- 
nifies his difficulties — forgets the sources of 
his strength — his confidence grows weak — his 
strength diminishes — his resistance becomes 
less stern and resolute — his foes take the ad- 
vantage — they renew their efforts — fiery darts 
fall upon and wound him — discouragement 
seizes upon him, and the danger of a com- 
plete and disastrous defeat grows imminent. 

In such a critical moment as this, the 
Christian needs to be reminded that his Mas- 
ter and Saviour " ever liveth," and ever looks 
upon him. Through every cloud of black- 
ness that Eye, which closed in the agony of 
death for him, pierces, to watch for his wel- 
fare. Above all the noise of battle and the 
roar of human voices His word is heard, say- 
ing, " I am with you, my disciple. I am 
looking at you, to see you do your duty." 
Listening to that voice, gazing on that eye, 
how can any true disciple fail of being in- 
spirited anew, and roused afresh to contend 
with irresistible energy for the victory ? 

Reader, are you discouraged? Is your 
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heart sad ? Is it oppressed and grieved ? Do 
you walk in darkness, seeing no light } Are 
your enemies getting the advantage ? Have 
you come to a stand, leaning on your sword, 
in the midst of the battle ? If so, look up a 
moment, this moment, to Jesus your Saviour. 
Behold Him — the man who wept with the 
sisters at Bethany at their brother's grave j 
the man who lived, suffered, died, arose for 
you 5 the God-man, who loveth you. See ! 
His eyes are fixed upon you, full of compas- 
sionate interest. Hearken ! His voice — how 
gentle its tones! — addresses you, " Come 
unto me, weary and heavy-laden one,*' it 
says, " and I will give you rest." Is not this 
enough? Can you despond with that eye 
upon you, and that voice speaking to you? 
No, you cannot. Away, then, with doubt, 
and fear, and sorrow. Rejoice in Christ, 
and go cheerfully to the remaining strifes of 
life. As the eye and voice of the dying war- 
rior cheered his clan to battle, so let the eye 
and voice of your living and mighty Re- 
deemer, and the presence of a cloud of august 
witnesses, cheer you, until you are permitted 
to stand on the edge of your ©raN^, -axv^ \» 
idopt the sublime stram oi \.\\e ^'^o'sKSa, ** ^ 
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have fought the good fight, I have finished 
the course, I have kept the faith : henceforth 
there is laid up for me a crown of righteous- 
ness, which the Lord, the righteous Judge, 
shall give me at that day." 

" Out of the depths of woe, 
To Thee, O Lord, I cry ; 
Darkness surrounds me, but I know 
That Thou art ever nigh.** 



" GOD IS LOVE." 
O CHILD of grief ! why weepcst thou? 
Why droops thy sad and mournful brow ? 
Why is that look so like despair? 
What deep, sad sorrow lingers there? 

Thou motu-n*st, perhaps, for some one gone, 

A friend, a wife, a little one ; 

Yet mourn not, for Thou liast above 

A friend in God, and " God is love.** 

Was it remorse that laid thee low ? 
Is it for sin thou mournest so ? 
Surely thou bear'st a heavy grief; 
Yet, mourner, there is still relief. 

There 's One on high can pardon give, 
Who gave His life that thou mayst live ; 
Seek, then, for comfort from above. 
Thy friend is God, and " God is love." 

Has cold unkindness wounded thee? 
Does thy loved friend now from thee flee t 
Oh turn thy thoughts from earth to heaven. 
Where no such cruel wounds are given. 
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In aD the varying scenes of woe. 
The lot of fallen man below ; 
Still lift thy tearful eye above, 
And hope in God, for " God is love." 

Sweet is the thought — ^time flies apace— 
This earth is not our resting-place ; 
And sweet the promise of the Lord 
To all who love His name and Word. 

Then, weeping pilgrim, dry thy tears ; 
Comfort on every side appears ; 
An eye beholds thee from above ; 
The eye of God, and *' God is love.*' 



35 





CHAPTER V. 
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%tfifion of ^uct untier ^tmUav 

" In the world ye shall have tribulation. And ye now there- 
fore have sorrow, but I will see you again, and your heart 
shall rejoice. Let not your heart be troubled ; ye believe 
in God, believe also in me." 

no remain submissive, serene, and 
even joyful, under the pressure of 
extraordinary and protracted trials, 
is, perhaps, the most difficult attainment of 
the Christian life. It is so natural to judge 
of the faithfulness and love of God by the 
number and degree of favourable providences 
granted to us, that we imperceptibly slide into 
a habit of doubting Him when our troubles 
/nuhjp]/; and when once unbelief becomes 
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operative, it soon begets a sad progeny of 
reasoning, of fretful repining, and of guilty 
fear. Hence, perfect submission to the will 
of God in seasons of peculiar adversity, is a 
rare grace among the children of God. Few 
live in the spirit of the saintly but ascetic 
Gregory Lopez, who, for several 'y^^^s in 
straits and difficulties and self-denials, contin- 
ually cried, either mentally or vocally, '' Thy 
will be done." 

This absence of entire submission to God 
in trouble should be mourned over as soon as 
detected. It should also be contended against 
with the whole might of the soul, and with the 
utmost energy of faith. Its presence is offensive 
to God, and injurious to him who indulges it. 
To indulge it is to be miserable, and to add an 
hundredfold to the weight of our sorrow. It is 
also a wrong done to the Saviour j it impeaches 
His wisdom or faithfulness, by implying that 
He is not doing what is really best for us, 
notwithstanding His promises of protection 
and love. But for this implication, there 
would be no complaint ; for who could com- 
plain or rebel, under circumstances, however 
painful, which he felt cotvfv^'etkJ^ ^^x^ "Otv^ 
ones fitted, above a\\ olYvex^, Vo sessox^ ^^^ 
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promote his highest good? With such a 
trust, though the flesh might shrink, the mind 
would cheerfully resign itself to suffer, sup- 
porting itself, meanwhile,, by the inspiration 
of hope, by the bright opening in its future 
prospects. 

And that all things work together for good, 
the Christian has the most positive assurance. 
The Word of God has made that fact an 
absolute certainty. To acquire a submissive 
spirit, the disciple must work this fact into 
his mind by frequent meditations, by habitual 
self-training, and by careftdly observing the 
manifold uses and purposes of trial. 

Unusual trials do not necessarily express 
Divine displeasure against the sufferer. They 
have other, and sometimes occult uses, besides 
corrective. They test, and thus strengthen 
the graces -, they wean the heart from earthly 
affections j they exhibit the power of faith to 
the gaze of mankind, and they prepare for 
the sufferer a more radiant crown, a higher 
joy, in the eternal world. True, the specific 
use of many trials is concealed, and cannot 
be discerned by the sufferer 5 but all such 
cases must be viewed in their relation to 
God's immutable promise. Then, atvd ihatv 
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only, will the suffering soul hear the voice of 
love whisperhig, " I will see you again, and 
your heart shall rejoice." " My grace is suf- 
ficient for thee." This will satisfy it until 
Jesus lifts the veil of mystery, and explains 
all the plans of God. 

It is recorded in history that a beautiful 
maiden, named Blanche, the serf of an ancient 
nobleman, was wooed by her master's son. 
Not admiring his character, she scorned his 
suit. 'Upon this, his course of love turned to 
bitter hatred. Just then a precious string of 
pearls, confided to the maiden's care, was lost. 
Her pseudo-lover charged her with the theft, 
and, in accordance with the customs of that 
rude age, she was doomed to die. On the 
day of the execution, as the innocent girl 
knelt to offer her dying prayer, a flash of 
lightning struck a statue of Justice which 
adorned the marketplace to the dust. From 
a scattered bird's nest, built in a crevice of 
the image, dropped the lost pearls — thus 
declaring her innocence. In a moment the 
exultant crowd rushed to the scaffold, de- 
manding her release. There she knelt beside 
the block, pale and beautifdl, ^^^ ^V^Jsv -a. 
smile of peace upon Viet \\^s. TNae^ «»\i^5«w^?— 
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she answered not. They touched her — she 
was dead! To preserve her njemory, they 
raised a statue there j and to this day, when 
men gaze upon her image, they condemn her 
oppressor J they praise her for the purity of 
her character 5 they recognise the justice of 
Him whose lightnings testified to her inno- 
cence. 

Here, then, we have an example of a mys- 
tic Providence. Painfully that maiden suf- 
fered for causes beyond her control 5 but her 
sorrows, by leading to a perpetual abhorrence 
of oppression, and admiration of virtuous in- 
nocence, have done good to thousands. 

If, then, that sufferer's piety be rewarded in 
eternity with honour and praise, she will not 
only not complain, but will be everlastingly 
grateful for the privilege of being called to 
the bitter trial so blessed to herself and 
others. 

Afflicted reader! will you apply this fact 
to yourself? Fail not to reflect, as you tread 
the burning pavement of your thrice-heated 
furnace, that " the trial of your faith, being 
much more precious than of gold that per- 
isheth, though it be tried with fire, might be 
found (if properly maintained) unto praise. 
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'^'•«^«>ryou^l7/«re upon Hin, . 

JWOM does Qm^-T^ '=a»ef 
■*^<' "feu I such" ?^ "''"df 
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Let me rather with rapture embrace 

An offer so gracious and kind. 
And unlimited confidence place 

In such goodness and power combined. 

Has it pleased Him, in wisdom, to take 

My earthly dependence away ? 
Then, with child>like submission, 1 11 make 

His arm my sole pillow and stay. 

I 'II repose on His words, which declare 
That the desolate still He befriends ; 

Makes the fatherless children His care. 
And the cause of the widow defends. 

I '11 list to His heart-soothing voice. 

Who declares that the mourners are blest ; 
Who invites them in Him to rejoice. 

And assures them of comfort and rest. 

To the heart truly humbled by woe. 
The anointing of joy shall be given ; 

To the tears that from penitence flow, 
The peace that 's the foretaste of heaven. 




\ 
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CHAPTER VI. 

ILe00Dn of ifaftlj In t^t l^our of 
^emptattom 

'' He that believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he 
live ; and whosoever liveth and believeth in me shall never 
die." 

HEN the eagle of the Alps would 
destroy the timid but fleet-footed 
chamois, he resorts to a curious 
device. He makes feigned attacks, darting 
down toward his prey as if to seize it. The 
frightened chamois flies from its assailant to 
its accustomed place of refuge from the hunter 
— to some crag on the edge of a precipice. 
To so dizzy a spot no mountaineer, however 
bold, dare venture, and the hunted animal 
has often found safety there. But the same 
spot which protects it from man is fatal w\mkcv 
the eagle is its pursMet. ^ox 'Ccsa ^^oscmcsnj^ 
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bird comes sweeping down, in the might of 
his strength, and with his huge wings beats it 
over the crag into the fearful gorge beneath. 
Dashed to pieces by its fall, it becomes food to 
its foe, which, swiftly pouncing upon its re- 
mains, bears them in his talons to his ejrrie 
in the top of the rocks. 

Satan has a similar device for the destruc- 
tion of believers. He knows that he can do 
nothing but annoy them so long as they re- 
ceive his assaults at Calvary in full view of a 
bleeding Christ. Hence, like the eagle, he 
drives them, if possible, to *' Mount Sinai." 
He darts upon them with accusations of legal 
imperfections. He thrusts the law before 
them, and calls them to judge their lives and 
tempers by its stern demands, and by its far- 
reaching claims on the obedience, even on the 
thoughts and purposes, of the heart. By these 
means he moves the unwary disciple toward 
Horeb and Sinai ; — ^when, beholding nothing 
but the law with its merciless terrors, hearing 
only voices of thunder and wrath, he sinks 
condemned and sorrowful to the dust. Shame 
covers his face; strength departs from him; 
and he readily falls a victim to some new de- 
vice of his malicious adversary. 
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Knowing this, the believer, when tempted, 
should obstinately refuse to judge of himself, 
or of his safety, by a legal standard. He 
should meet every accusation of Satan by im- 
mediately flying to Christ in an act of resolute 
faith. Every discovery of legal deficiency, of 
spiritual pollution, or even of actual guilt, 
should be followed by deep contrition of spirit, 
by confession, by an act of appropriating faith. 
By a steadfast presentation of Christ's promise, 
he should say, " Lord, Thou hast said, ' He 
that believeth in me, though he were dead, 
yet shall he live.* I believe, oh let me live ! '* 
However sore the temptation, however violent 
the assault, however fierce the attack, he must 
never allow himself to lose sight of Christ as 
his present Saviour. His victory depends on 
this. He must fight the battle at Calvary or 
be defeated. But, contending there, defeat is 
impossible. Faith will spring up, and grow 
mighty, irresistible, and victorious in any heart, 
however tempted, that steadfastly persists in 
'^ looking unto Jesus." Failing of this, allow- 
ing himself to be driven to Sinai, like the 
chamois to the crag, he will be overcome, 
perhaps destroyed. 

Go therefore, tempted e\\T\?A:\2LY\.,^.o CAn w^ . 
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Your heart feels cold and hard ; your soul is 
dark 5 you find it difficult to drag yourself to 
the act of prayer -, and you seem forsaken of 
God J but, notwithstanding all this, you must 
fly to Christ, and claim Him as your present 
Saviour. Lie just as you are, tossed and dis- 
tracted, buffeted, at Christ's feet, with a prayer 
on your lips and a promise in your hand, and 
with your eye steadfastly gazing on His face, 
and your heart believing that for His own sake 
alone He does now accept and justify you. 

Do this, remain in this attitude patiently, 
stopping your ears against all the foul whispers 
of your foe, and in a little while a sweet per- 
suasion of His love, a delicious outgushing of 
affection will spring up, fresh as living water 
from the everlasting hills, in your spirit. The 
life of holy love, which gushes from the trust- 
ing heart as water from the smitten rock, will 
pour in renovating tides through your com- 
forted soul. Waves of joy will swell your 
happy bosom, and your disappointed enemy 
will draw back, leaving you to undisturbed 
fellowship with yoiH* approving Saviour. And 
in all Satan's future endeavours to destroy 
you, meet him in the same manner according 
to the apostle, who, speaking of the tempter 
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says, *' Whom resist, steadfast in the faith,*' 
and iii obedience to Christ, who says, " He 
that believeth in me, though he were dead, 
yet shall he live ; and whosoever liveth and 
believeth in me shall never die.*' 



WARNING. 



Brsathb thoughts of pity o'er a brother's fall, 
And dwell not with stem anger on his fault : 

The grace of God alone holds thee, holds all ; 
Were that withdrawn, thou too wouldst swerve and halt. 

Send back the wanderer to the Saviour's fold,— 

That were an action worthy of a saint.; 
But not in malice let the crime be told, 

Nor publish to the world the evil taint 

The Saviour suffers when His children slide ; 

Then is His holy name by men blasphemed I 
And he afresh is mock'd and crucified, 

Even by those His bitter death redeem'd. 

Rebuke the sin, and yet in love rebuke ; 

Feel as one member in another's pain; 
Win back the soul that His fair path forsook, 

And mighty and eternal is thy gain I 

Edmbstgn. 




CHAPTER VIL 




75\tfimnz0fl of tlie iftuftful 
9Df0cfple. 

* Herein is my Father glorified, that ye bear much fruit ; to 
shall ye be my disciples." 

THERE is an old legend of the me- 
dieval age which will beautifully 
illustrate these words of Jesus. It 
states that^ as a pious monk kneeled in his 
narrow cell earnestly praying for a vision of 
his Redeemer, a great light suddenly illum- 
inated the place of his devotion. In the 
midst of this strange splendour he beheld 
the presence of the Saviour. With rapturous 
awe he contemplated the sublime vision, his 
heart swelled with ineffable joy. But just at 
that moment the convent bell rang to sum- 
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mon him to his accustomed duty of distribut- 
ing ahns to the poor at the convent gate. 
For an instant he hesitated. The celestial 
manifestation charmed his soul and afforded 
him exquisite delight, while the clanging 
bell called him to • a mere earthly duty. , 
The former might never be vouchsafed to 
him again 3 the latter he could perform at 
any time. What should he do ? His heart, 
filled with true charity, bade him hasten to 
the convent gate. He obeyed its promptings, 
departed to distribute the wonted alms 5 and, 
then returning to his cell, he found to his in- 
expressible gratification that the vision still re- 
mained in all brightness and beauty. As he 
bowed before it with a stream of gratitude 
gushing from his heart, the Saviour spoke, 
and said, " Hadst thou stayed, I had not re- 
mained! ** 

Now this, to be sure, is only a legend -, but 
it may serve to impress thee, fellow Christian, 
with the truth that God is more honoured by 
thy deeds than by thy emotions. Doubtless, 
as in the vision, the ardent raptures of admir- 
ing love, the eagle glances of a bliss-imparting 
faith into the glorious mysteries of the bea.tv^^ 
presence, are pleasing to your Vve^NexX^ '^•ajCofex. 
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He greatly loves to behold such exercises; but 
He loves much more to see you bear " much 
fruit." Your careful emotions are as the 
blossoms on a tree in spring 3 your words are 
as the golden fruit it bears in autimin. Both 
are desirable — both are necessary. But the 
former is valuable only as they are the pledge 
of the latter. And, however beautiful the 
blossoms may be, they are deemed worthless 
. if they prove unfruitful. Even so does God 
estimate the value of your feelings and your 
actions. As saith your Saviour, " Herein is 
my Father glorified, that ye bear much fruit." 
The "much fruit'* expected of thee, O 
Christian, includes the subjection of your body, 
with all its senses and appetites, to the law of 
God 5 the proper regulation and control of 
your desJres, passions, and affections ; the con- 
secration of your intellects, and the submission 
of your will to do, and to suffer, all the will 
of God. It supposes that, having conquered 
yourself and surrendered your affections to 
Christ, you spend your strength, your talents, 
your wealth, your time in vigorous endeavours 
to build up the kingdom of Christ, and in 
works of charity. These are the fruits which, 
when manifested in your life, demoustrate the 
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existence and power of a divine life in you, 
and lead men to glorify your heavenly Father, 
from whose gracious energy they proceed. 

These fruits bear the same relation to your 
religious feelings as, in the legend, the 
almsgiving of the monk bore to the presence 
of the vision. Withhold these fruits, be as 
the tree having leaves but no figs, and your 
emotions will dry up. But bear fruit — 
" much fruit," — be " a fruitful bough whose 
branches run over the wall,'* bearing rich 
clusters of precious grapes, and your soul 
will taste the thrilling ecstasies of holy love, 
the calm of the peace " which passeth all un- 
derstanding," and the tumultuous swellings of 
joyful tides of inborn bliss. For, having glori- 
fied your Father in heaven by your " much 
fruit," He will take up His abode with you, 
and His Spirit shall be in you as a well of 
water springing up unto everlasting life. 

Say then, fellow Christian, art thou bearing 
much fruit ? Do those who know thee best 
see in thee such benevolence towards the souls 
and bodies of men, — such deadness to the pre- 
sent life, — such an unlikeness to thy former 
self, and such a likeness to CVvxK?.^, xXx-aX. >i\\^^ 
are compeUed to confess God 'v& V\>iX\ N^ae«. ^^ 
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a truth ? If so, rejoice, but not in thyself; be 
glad, but let thy gladness be in Christ who is 
thy life. Be earnest, also, not only to remain 
fruitful, but even to bring forth more fruit. 

But if thou art a barren tree, a reproach to 
the Church, a byword for thine inconsistencies 
in the lips of many, beware ! The fate of the 
unfruitful branch is to wither, to be cut off, to 
be burned! Fearful destiny! Oh, view it 
well, and shudder, and repent, and become 
the bearer of much fruit ! and this the more 
because the time is short. As saith the 
poet — 

** Whether we smile or weep, 
Time wings his flight ; 
Days, hours, they never creep," 
Life speeds like light 

•* Whether we chafe or chide. 
On is Time's pace. 
Never his noiseless step 
Doth he retrace. 

Dare not, then, waste thy dayt, 

Reckless and proud ; 
Lest, while ye dream not, 

Time spread thy shroud." 
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THE CHRISTIAN WARRIOR. 

*• Servant of God 1 well done ; 

Rest from thy loved employ : 
The battle fought, the victory won, 

Enter thy Master's joy ! *' 
The voice at midnight came ; 

He started \ip to hear, 
A mortal arrow pierced his frame ; 

He fell, but felt no fear. 

Tranquil amidst alarms. 

It found him in the field, 
A veteran slumbering on his arms. 

Beneath his red-cross shield. 
His sword was in his hand. 

Still warm with recent fight: 
Ready that moment, at command. 

Through rojck and steel to smite. 

It was a two-edged blade. 

Of heavenly temper keen ; 
And double were the wounds it made. 

Where'er it smote between ; 
'Twas death to sin ; 'twas life 

To all that moum'd for sin ; 
It kindled and it silenced strife. 

Made war, and peace, within. 

Oft with his fiery force 

His arm had quell'd the foe, 
And laid, resistless in his course. 

The alien armies low. 
Bent en such glorious toils. 

The world to^him was loss : 
Yet all his trophies, all his spoils, 

He himg upon the cross. 

At midnight came the crv> 
•• To meet t\\y God ^tepaoc^V* 
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He woke, and caught his O^ttaixi's ejre; 

Them, strong in Taiih and prayer. 
His spiril with a bound 

Hurst it& encumbering day 
His tent, at sunrise, the ground, 

A diirken'd ruin lay. 

The pains or death are past, 

Labunur jand sorrow cesse. 
And, lire's long warfare closed at last, 

Hia 54jul is found in peace. 
S<}Jd icr of CbrlH well done ; 

Pf»|»e be thy iscw employ ; 
And while cternai ages rujij 

Rest in thy Saviour's joy. 

MONTGOMBRY 




CHAPTER VIII. 



ifartf)fulne0fS to Cfjrfsft (£nforceli» 

** He that is faithrul in that which is least, is faithful also in 
much : and he that is uujust in the least, is unjust also in 
much." 




(|OHN MILTON, the chief of poets, 
held the post of Latin secretary 
under Cromwell. At the Restora- 
tion, he was of course dismissed from his 
office. He was now poor and blind, and to 
these afflictions Charles II. added political 
persecutions; he fined him, and doomed his 
writings on liberty to be publicly burned. 
Nothing daunted by these fierce and multi- 
plied trials, the great poet retired into private 
life, evoked his mighty genius, and produced 
" Paradise Lost ! '* But aftet V\<e W'^ eoL^ssix^^ 
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the ills of poverty several years, Charles, feel- 
ing the need of his matchless talents, invited 
him to resume his former post, with all its 
honours, emoluments, and court favours. But 
Milton knew that the price of this honour 
must be silence on the great question of hu- 
man liberty. Therefore he did nol hesitate a 
moment. It was a strong temptation — ^the 
bribe was splendid. By merely keeping silence 
he could have honour, abundance, and high 
position, in exchange for poverty, persecution, 
and neglect! But this could not be. The 
poet loved truth too well. His soul was too 
noble, too sincere, too firm in its allegiance to 
God and liberty, to barter away its right to 
condemn tyranny for place or gold. Hence 
he spurned the royal offer, clung to his prin- 
ciples and his poverty, until death called his 
free sOul to enter its congenial heaven. And 
so gentle was the summons, so sweetly calm 
was his unruffled spirit to the hour of dissolu- 
tion, that his friends knew not the precise mo- 
ment of his death. 

How sublimely beautiful the grand old 
poet stands out before the mind in this fact ! 
Harassed, tried, aged, and blind, having the 
power to turn the enmity of a royal despot- 
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bm into favour by simply refraining to speak 
and write on the liberties of mankind, he 
grows majestic in his poverty, as he nobly 
spurns the bribe in obedience to the voice of 
duty. For the truth's sake he holds fast to 
poverty and obscurity. To maintain the right 
of free speech, he sacrifices himself, and defies 
the power of the king. Noble Milton ! As 
the author of '* Paradise Lost," seated in his 
study surrounded by the sublime creations of 
his genius, he wears an aspect of sublimity 5 
but in that act of fidelity to God and liberty, 
his attitude is far more grand, sublime, and 
beautifid. As the first of the poets, he shines 
resplendent with intellectual lustre; as the 
Bcomer of the royal bribe, he exhibits the 
moral grandeur of a faithful man — ^he fills our 
ideal of the man of faith, standing defiant and 
unawed amid the dashing waves of human 
power, because upheld by an immovable trust, 
and by an unconquerable allegiance to the in- 
visible God. Well did the ancient heathen 
exclaim of a good man, in similar circum- 
stances, " See a sight worthy of God ! " 

Now, fellow Christian, while you admire 
the moral majesty of Milton, you should toil 
to acquire a corresponding f!2Al\iiv3\x«a&\ft\3^i^ \^ 
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and duty. It is true, you may never be 
brought, like him, into a strait where the 
choice between duty and present interest will 
have to be so distinctly and positively made. 
But, by a thousand little things, your fidelity 
is daily subjected to strong tests. It is by 
proving true in these, you must prepare 
yourself to stand firm in a great exigency. 
And by the measure of your faithfulness in 
little things, you may pass a safe judgment on 
your ability to abide a fiery trial. If selfish 
policy, if self-interest and self-seeking are the 
determining motives of your actions in your 
ordinary intercourse with mankind — if you are 
ready to take advantage of the ignorance or 
necessities of men in matters of business, — if 
envy, revenge, wounded vanity, or any other 
low motive has a dominant influence over 
your conduct, you may be assured that in a 
severe test of integrity like that of Milton* s, 
you would prove false to truth and duty. You 
would kneel at the feet of power, and meekly 
kiss its sceptre for the sake of its smiles and 
rewards. Such, at least, is the judgment of 
Christ, who asserts that ** He that is faithful 
in that which is least, is faithful also in muchj 
and he that is unjust in the least, is unjust also 
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in much." To become morally great, there- 
fore, in peculiar exigencies, you must habitu- 
ally cultivate the elements of that greatness in 
the hourly occasions of life. Then, if it be 
your lot to confront great dangers, you will be 
prepared to stand true, firm, faithful, and to 
give occasion to the exclamation, " See a sight 
worthy of God ! " 

" Who is the honest man? 
He that doth still, and strongly, good pursue ; 
To God, his neighbour, and himself most true ; 

Whom neither force nor fawning can 
Unpin, or wrench from giving all their due." 



ABIDE WITH ME. 

Abide with me ; fast falls the eventide : 
The darkness thickens ; Lord, with me abide ; 
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee. 
Help of the helpless, oh abide with me. 

Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day ! 
Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away ; 
Change and decay in all around I see : 
O Thou who changest not, abide with me. 

Not a brief glance I beg, a passing word. 
But as Thou dwellest with Thy disciples. Lord, 
Familiar, condescending, patient, free. 
Come not to sojourn, but abide with me. 

Come not in terrors, as the King of kings. 

But kind and good, wkh \vt;v\\tv^ Qxv'Wc'j ntvc^^n 
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Tears for all woes, a heart for every plea ; 
Come, Friend of sinners, thus abide with me. 

I need Thy presence every passing hour,— 
What but Thy grace can foil the tempter's power J 
Who like Thyself my guide and stay can foe ? 
Through cloud and sunshine, oh abide with met 

I fear no foe, with Thee at hand to bless: 
Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness : 
Where is death's sting? where, grave, thy victory? 
I triumph still if Thou abide with me. 

Hold Thou Thy cross before my closing eyes. 
Shine through the gloom, and point me to the skies ; 
Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's vain shadows 

flee; 
In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me. 

H. E.LYTE, 




CHAPTER IX. 



(encouragement foe tgojSe tol^o are 
^afi0lns t^rouffi " mucfi %vibn- 
latfon/' 

** In the world ye shall have tribulation." " What I do thou 
knowest not now, but thou shalt know hereafter." 

[RENCH, in his interesting work on 
the use of words, exhibits the hidden 
beauty of the word " tribulation." 
Its ordinary signification is affliction, anguish, 
sorrow. Men pray against it, and shrink from 
it as if it were a positive evil. But its mean- 
ing is calculated to calm the unrest of the tried 
heart. 

It is deiived from " tribulum,** the Roman 
name of the threshing instrument, or roller, 
whereby the husbandman was vfOxA. \a vi\fa.- 




62 Loving Words, 

rate the corn from the husks 5 and " tribu- 
latio" signified the act of separation. Tribu- 
lation, therefore, is nothing but the threshing 
of the inner man, whereby it is separated 
from the husks and chaff, which would unfit 
it for the gamer of heaven. 

What, then, are our afflictions, but acts of 
holy and faithful love ? Our heavenly Father 
loveth us 5 and because He loveth us. He 
takes away our precious things. He deals 
with us somewhat after the manner of an 
ancient painter with his pupil. The young 
artist had genius, and produced a picture of 
much merit, which was greatly admired by 
all. His young heart then swelled with 
vanity. He laid aside his palette and pencil, 
and sat daily before his easel, admiring the 
offspring of his own genius. 

One morning, he found his beautiful crea- 
tions' expunged from the canvas. He wept 
bitterly. His master appeared, and said, " I 
have done this for your benefit 3 the picture 
was ruining you.*' 

" How so ? " demanded the pupil. 

" Because, in the admiration of your own 
talents, you were losing your love of the art 
hse\f. Take your pencil, and try again," 
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The youth dried his tears, seized his pencil, 
and produced a masterpiece, which, but for 
this severe trial, he would in all probability 
have never executed. 

And thus, when we are vain and haughty 
in our prosperity 5 when we worship the gift, 
and forget the Giver -, when earthly affections, 
like husks on grain, enclose our hearts, — God 
in pure love applies the flail of tribulation. 
He submits us to temporary pain, that He 
may save us from everlasting ruin. Oh, this 
is true love indeed ; and blessed are they who 
permit their trials to accomplish this loving 
purpose. They, and they only, shall gain a 
place among that noble multitude revealed in 
the glorious vision of the Revelator, of whom 
the elder said, " These are they which came 
out of great tribulation, and have washed 
their robes, and have made them white in 
the blood of the Lamb.*' 

Let it, therefore, be your care, O Christian, 
however dark and starless your sky — however 
fierce the storm that beats aroimd you — how- 
ever peculiar and perplexing the afflictions 
which try you — to maintain your confidence 
in the love and care of your Master. 

Because you cannot solve X.\ie tol^?X&t^ ^^ 
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your condition, deem it not inexplicable. If 
thoti canst not reconcile thy trials with the 
love of the Redeemer, dare not even to ima- 
gine that they are utterly irreconcileable. 
Remember that Jesus is wiser than thou art. 
What is darkness to thee is light to Him j 
what He does thou knowest not now 5 but 
be patient — thou shalt know hereafter ! 

"In life's long sickness, evermore 

Our thoughts are tossing to and fro ; 

We change our postures o'er and o'er. 

But cannot rest, nor cheat our woe. 

" Were it not better to lie still. 

Let him strike home, and bless the rod ; 
Never so safe as when our will 
Yields undiscem'd by all but God." 



CLINGING TO THEE. 

Holy Saviour, Friend imseen. 
Since on Thy arm Thou bidst me lean, 
Help me, throughout life's varying scene, 
By faith to cling to Thee I 

Blest with the fellowship Divine, 
Take what Thou wilt, I '11 ne'er repine. 
E'en as the branches to the vine. 
My soul would cling to Thee 

Far from her home, fatigued, opprest. 
Here she has found her place of rest, 
An exile still, yet not unblest, 

While she can ding to Thee. 
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Without a murmur. I dismiss 

My former dreams of earthly bliss ; 

My joy, my consolation this, 

Each hour to cling to Thee I 

What though the world deceitful prove, 
And earthly friends and joys remove, 
With patient, uncomplaining love 
Still would I cling to Thee ! 

Oft when I seem to tread alone 
Some barren waste with thorns o*ergrown. 
Thy voice of love, in tenderest tone, 
Whispers, "Still clmg to Me." 

Though faith and hope awhile be tried, 
I ask not, need not, aught beside : 
How safe, how calm, how satisfied, 
The souls that cling to Thee ! 

They fear not Satan or the grave,— 
They feel Thee near, and strong to save, — 
Nor fear to cross e'en Jordan's wave, 
Because they cling to Thee ! 

Blest is my lot, whate'er befall ; 
What can disturb me, what appal, 
Whilst as my Rock, my Strength, my All, 
Saviour, I cling to Thee ? 



CHAPTER X. 

a^mlieli C!jri0tfan* 

" God is a Spirit, and they that worship Him must worship Him 
in spirit and in truth. ... Whosoever drinketh of the water 
that I shall give him shall never thirst ; but the water that 
I shall give him shall be in him a well of water springing 
up into everlasting life." 

JHESE words teach that a spiritual 
religion is the only religion which 
can be acceptable to God. They 
also teach, through a beautiful figure, how 
blessed, how refreshing, how perpetually in- 
vigorating, such spiritual religion is. 

In this they agree with that other scripture 
which saith, that to be " spiritually minded is 
life and peace." So that Paul and Jesus teach 
tJiat life and peace are sequences of a spiritual 
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mind. If this be true — and if life and peace 
are of all things the most precious to the 
human mind — the question. Am I spiritually- 
minded? is pregnant with interest and im- 
portance. 

What is a spiritual mind ? It is a mind in 
harmony with the great spiritual truths of the 
gospel ', SL mind that feels the attraction, con- 
templates, and explores the depths, is pene- 
trated by the power, and seeks, with its con- 
centrated energies, to regulate itself by the 
light of spiritual truth. Divine objects oc- 
cupy its thoughts, create its emotions, and 
control its decisions. This is a spiritual mind 5 
and every such mind enjoys a life unknown to 
other men, and a peace peculiar to the child 
of God. Christ is in him a ''well of water 
springing up into everlasting life. ' 

How can it be otherwise ? a spiritual mind 
is habitually conversant with great ideas. It 
dwells in an exalted companionship with the 
holiest, loftiest, sublimest object of thought. 
It lives, conscious of the all-surrounding 
presence of God ! Everywhere — above, be- 
neath, around 5 always — ^by day and night — 
it recognises and welcomes the near and real 
presence of a personal JeYiov?^. ^o\nskvcj^ 
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of this august presence, it adores, wonders, 
worships, loves. His attributes. His perfec- 
tions. His works of power and mercy, are 
the themes of its thoughts ; conformity to His 
will, and likeness to His moral nature, are the 
objects of its pursuit 5 and an unalloyed en- 
joyment of His favour, in an eternal state, is 
the image of its hope. 

Viewing the question philosophically, how 
can such a mind fail of attaining a life un- 
known to mere sensuous persons ? Is it not 
in accordance with the constitution of things, 
that great thoughts quicken, enlarge, and 
thrill the mind ? 

" Who can mistake great thoughts? 
They seize upon the mind — arrest, and search, 
And shake it ; bow the tall soul, as by wind ; 
Rush over it, like rivers over reeds, 
Which quiver in the current ; turn us cold, . 
And pale, and voiceless ! " 

So wrote, in strong terms, the poet 5 and so 
testify the voices of experience 5 for every 
man who thinks, knows the luxury of that 
intellectual life which springs up, in exquisite 
freshness, at the touch of a great thought. A 
remark of the great German scholar. Herder, 
affords a further, but melancholy illustration. 
As he lay dying, in dreamy lassitude of spirit. 
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he suddenly raised himself, and startled his 
weeping watchers by crying, " Give me a 
great thought, that I may quicken myself 
with it!" 

Here was a recognition of the power of 
great ideas to stimulate the inner life. But 
Herder's intellect, though embracing the same 
objects as those which stand up before an 
evangelical, spiritual mind, did not conceive 
of them in the same delightful relations 5 and 
hence he could not know their full power to 
call forth an internal life. Herder's thoughts 
were abstract truths, viewed merely in their 
own vastness, and overwhelming his mind 
with emotions of the sublime and beautiful. 

Spiritually-minded believers behold the 
great and positive facts of revelation in their 
merciful relation to themselves and to man- 
kind. Hence they not only feel every 
element of the intellectual life vivified, but 
their emotional and moral natures are also 
moved 5 an enlarged spiritual life, attended by 
peace, is the result. 

This peace, which attends the life of the 
spiritually minded, proceeds, not from the 
mere perception and contemplation of spiri- 
tual objects, but from that faith, which is 
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both the medium through which they are 
discovered, and the demonstration of their 
reahty. 

The perception of an infinite, self-existing 
God is not of itself calculated to calm the 
fear of a guilty creature like man, but rather 
to increase it. And the same may be affirmed 
of the discovery of a spiritual world, and of 
immortal existence. True, where the moral 
sense slumbers, the mind may derive an intel- 
lectual pleasure from the contemplation of 
fehese great truths ; but it cannot derive peace 
from them until they are viewed through the 
medium of a genuine faith. 

A truly spiritual mind does this. Does it 
see the forms of innumerable dangers, march- 
ing hke a spectral army toward it, with frown- 
ing brows and weapons of terrible destruc- 
tion ? Then the infinite essence in which it 
lives becomes to it an impregnable tower of 
safety, into which it confidently retires, and 
from behind barriers of Omnipotence it 
defies its foes ! 

Does it fall into afldictions ? Do clouds, in 
black and rifting masses, gather, like darkness 
in the day of gloom, round its head? By 
faith it sees love and beauty in those forms. 
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which to the eye of sense are big with ter- 
ror, — just as in a celebrated picture of Jean 
Paul Richter, which is so painted that when 
viewed at a distance it seems surrounded with 
floating clouds, but when examined closely, 
those clouds resolve themselves into angelic 
faces. Thus faith, in a spiritual mind, dis- 
covers not only the harmlessness of trials, but 
discerns them in all the beauty of their true 
character, as messengers of love. Hence it 
endures them in true, undisturbed peace. 
Does it survey the history of its sinful life, so 
black with numberless offences, so shameful 
for its record of unfathomable ingratitude, 
and so deserving of unlimited punishment? 
Still it does not fear, for it turns confidingly 
toward the Mediatorial throne. There, by 
faith, the spiritual man beholds, in the glori- 
ous person of that once crucified Jesus, a 
manifestation of the love of the Infinite for 
himself 5 he sees in Christ a demonstration of 
a boundless desire to save him. He learns 
that through that Mediator love, yea, infi- 
nite love, has a channel along which it may 
flow, and does flow, in unobstructed fiilness, 
even to the chief of penitent sinners. And 
seeing this, he rests confldingly in that love. 
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God loveth me, is the cry of his swelling 
heart 3 and it is followed by an inexpressible 
peace, which abides with him so long as, 
looking unto Jesus, he retains that trust in 
the love of God to him. 

It is just here that faith becomes the de- 
monstrator of the reality of its objects — of the 
existence of a spiritual world. Men can 
hardly be persuaded into the dogmas of that 
idealistic philosophy which teaches that the 
material world has no existence except in our 
own sensations, Noj in spite of idealists, 
men of common sense wiU still believe that 
there is a material world, which is the cause 
of their sensations. They are satisfied that 
the change which the presence of an object 
produces in their minds, is an evidence that 
the object itself exists. 

And by just such proof do spiritual things 
demonstrate their existence through faith. 
The spiritual mind contemplates them as they 
are revealed, and is conscious of an effect — a 
change in itself. This change is as much a 
matter of consciousness as the sensation of 
heat and cold. It is a real change, demon- 
strable both to its recipients and to observers. 
It reaches to the whole nature, giving life. 
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expansion^ and growth to the intellectual, 
exquisite pleasure to the emotional, and inde- 
scribable peace to the moral nature. Can 
demonstration go farther than this? Nay. 
Triumphing, therefore, in this realisation of 
invisible objects, the spiritual mind rejoices in 
them with a certainty impossible to other 
persons. He confirms that notable saying of 
his Master, " If any man will do His will, he 
shall know of the doctrine." 

How sublime is the life of such a man ! 
How pure the atmosphere he breathes ! How 
rich and full the current of Hfe that flows in 
his soul! How great his power over the 
visible world ! Living in the spiritual, aspir- 
ing after the divine, he values life and time 
and earth at their true value. Life has no 
mirage of deceptive beauty for him, for he 
lives above the mists and vapours on which 
such false images are painted. This world 
has no price which can purchase his aflec- 
tions, for the smallest treasures of his world 
exceed in value the visible world itself. Sin 
has neither charm to please nor power to sub- 
due him 5 he has been introduced to higher, 
purer, richer pleasures, which spiritualise his 
whole nature, and thus weaken the demands 



z 
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of sense. Love for Christ has expelled the 
love of sin, and the indwelling presence of the 
Holy Ghost is his tower of strength. 

Christian reader, are you spiritually minded? 
Do you comprehend the workings of the 
spiritual life ? Is Christ in you as a well of 
water? Do you worship God with a spiri- 
tual worship? If so, sacredly guard the 
growth of the spiritual principle within you. 
Beware of the early symptoms of declining 
vigour in your spiritual affections, and check 
the feeblest tendencies toward the low and 
sensual. Thus will your life be hid with 
Christ in God, and your end eternal life. 

But if not, — if the carnal is strong and the 
spiritual weak, — ^rouse yourself to honest en- 
deavour after the true life. Your first duty 
is to humble yourself before God j your 
second, to ask faith for pardon and for 
power. Then, in steadfast looking to Christ, 
and patient waiting for divine manifestations, 
go forward from grace to grace, until, in the 
pure depths of your renovated soul, you mir- 
ror the life and peace which is the sequence 
of a spiritually-minded state. 

" Fare-ye-well, dreams of iiiRhl, 
/est IS is mine! 



\ 
\ 
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Mine is a dawning bright 

Jesus is mine ! 
All that my soul has triad 
Left but a dismal void 
Jesus has satisfied — 
Jesus is mine I" 



HIS SERVANTS SHALL SERVE HIM. 

Wb seek that land whose light, e'en now. 
Though dimm'd and far, is all our gladness ; 

Whose hope, in storms, is God's own brow ; 

Whose peace, the rest from care and woe ; 
Whose love, our joy in sadness. 

There day and night Thy happy saints, 
In ceaseless work, find rest unending ; 

Where in Thy strength theirs never faints. 

Where tears are dried, and hush'd complaints, 
All in one worship bending. 

The service here we strive to pay. 
By weakness marr'd, by darkness clouded ; 

Strong in Thy strength, bright with Thy day. 

We there shall offer perfectly, 
In light and love unshrouded. 

Our hearts, whose love has taught them this. 
Their wants to feel, their own unmeetness, 
Shall learn, in that ne'er-ending bliss, 
To rise towards Thine own perfectness. 
Thine infinite completeness. 

The songs, here drowned in the moan 

Of earth's imrest, which ceaseth never. 
Shall rise in strains of joy unknown. 
To Him who sitteth on the throne. 
And to the Lamb, foT eveT, 
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And for our feet, to earth which cling, 

Feeble and slow, too oft unwilling. 
Thou there shalt give an angel's wing 
To serve, as angels do, our King, 
Thy high behests fulfilling. 

So let us strive, with earnest soul. 
Thy work to do, though small the measure. 

Knowing it part of one great whole. 

All tending to our highest goal. 
Thy perfect will and pleasure. 

L. R. 




CHAPTER XL 




i;|e Jtieal of a C^rf^tfan 9^inti a 
^ttblimt IGleaUtp. 

" Where your treasure is, there will your heart be also." . . . 
" Lay up for yourselves treasures in heaven." 

JIFE is thought,'* says Coleridge. 
And with truth, for no man lives 
in the facts of the present mo- 
ment, but in an ideal future. The heaven of 
man is not here, in the present, but there — 
somewhere in that ideal world painted in his 
thoughts with pencils dipped in the brilliant 
hues of the rainbow. Hence, as another poet 
sings, 

" Man never is, but always to be blest." 

This is true, to some extent, both of world- 
lings and of Christians, True, the spiritual 
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mind does live more in the present than is 
possible to a sensuous one 3 but there is so 
much of trial, temptation, and toil mixed with 
its joys, that it sighs for its future, and derives 
much of its pleasure from those visions of 
unmolested repose in heaven which are in- 
spired by the voices of hope. Its chosen trea- 
sures are there, and it sighs to gain access to 
them. It has therefore its ideal world, as 
well as the unbelieving one. 

But here the parallel ceases. Henceforth 
its lines diverge in opposite directions. There 
is no comparison to be drawn between the 
two ideals of these two classes of minds. 
They are contrasts in the most absolute sense. 

What is the ideal of a worldly mind ? It 
is a fiction, a spectre, an impalpable nothing. 
It is like the image which is reflected by the 
woodman's form on the mountain mist, so 
beautifully described by Coleridge — 

" As when 

The woodman, winding westward up the glen 
At wintry dawn, where o'er the sheep-track's maze 
The viewless snow-mist weaves a glistening haze. 
Sees full before him, gliding without tread, 
An image with a glory round its head ; 
The enamour'd rustic worships its fair hues, 
Nor knows he makes the glory he pursues." 

The ideal future of the unchristian mind is 
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like this image in the mist — the reflection of 
its own thoughts, an image of the brain — 
nothing more. It is never realised. How 
can it be ? It is a fancy, — a dream-land never 
to be trodden, — an imaginary terrestrial para- 
dise without any real existence. 

But the ideal of a Christian mind is a reality. 
Its future is not a fancy, but a fact ; not an 
image, but an entity 3 not a dream, but an 
experience to be enjoyed 5 not a shadow glis- 
tening in the mist, but an actual possession — 
a heaven filled with precious treasures — to be 
entered on, lived in, rejoiced over, and that 
for ever. It springs not from the mind itself, 
but from the reality of future things made 
known to the mind by the Spirit of revelation. 
It is an everlasting life of unspeakable bliss, — 
a rest that remaineth for the people of God, — 
a substantial treasure laid up in heaven. 

Which is your ideal, friendly reader ? What 
is the character of your future? Is it the 
latter, or is it the former ? If the former, I 
counsel you to reject it. Embrace the enti- 
ties, — those mighty substances of the universe, 
— God, heaven, eternity ! 

I beg you to live in and on these, and not 
on dreams, fancies, images. Thus living, you 
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shall find a delightful life in the present, and 
a more perfect one hereafter. 

** Through the cross comes the crown ; when the cares of this 
life, 
Like giants in strength, may to crush thee combine. 
Never mind ! never mind ! after sorrow's sad strife 
Shall the peace and the crown of salvation be thine." 



HEAVEN. 



Oh talk to me of heaven, I love 

To hear about my home above, 

For there doth many a loved one dwell. 

In light and joy ineffable. 

Oh tell me how they shine and sing, 

While every harp rings echoing ; 

While every glad and tearless eye 

Beams like the bright sun gloriously. 

Tell me of that celestial calm 

Each face in glory weareth. 
Tell me of that victorious palm 

Each hand in glory beareth. 

O happy, happy coxmtry, where 

There enters not a sin, 
And Death, who keeps the portals fair, 

May never once come in ; 
No grief can change their day to night, 
The darkness of tliat land is light, 
Sorrow and sighing God has sent 
Far thence to endless banishment 
And never more may one dark tear 

Bedim their burning eyes. 
For every one they shed wbJIe here 

In fearful agonies. 
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Glitters a bright and dazzling gem 
In their immortal diadem. 

O lovely blooming country, there 
Flourishes all that we deem fair. 
For though no fields nor forests green. 
Nor bowery gardens there are seen. 

Nor perfumes load the breeze, 
Nor hears the ear material sound. 
Yet joys at God's right hand are found. 

The archetypes of these. 

This is the home, the land of birth. 

Of all we highest prize on earth ; 

The storms that rack this world beneath 

Shall there for ever cease, 
The only air the blessed breathe 

Is parity and peace. 
Oh may heaven's gate unclose to me. 
Oh may I, too, its glories see, 
And my faint, fighting spirit stand 
Within that happy, happy landl 



CHAPTER XII. 




SL ILe00oii Concernfnfl; ipaitj* 

* If thou canst believe, all things are possible to him that 
believeth. . . . Without me ye can do nothing." 

ONG some of the ancient nations, 
a banner peculiarly consecrated to 
the gods acquired such a sanctity 
in the popular mind, as to create a belief that, 
so long as it remained in their hands, their 
armies could not be defeated, nor their nation- 
ality extinguished. Animated by this super- 
stitious notion, they guarded it with care in 
time of peace, and defended it in the field of 
battle with an enthusiasm which frequently 
wrought out a victory. They concentrated 
t/ie/r energies beneath its folds, and chose 
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rather to die in its shadow than to live after 
its capture. 

What these pagans only imagined of their 
sacred standards, is actually true of faith in its 
relations to the safety and happiness of Chris- 
tians. With a living faith in his heart, a 
Christian cannot be conquered or even seri- 
ously injured by any foe. For all the duties 
of his vocation it makes him omnipotent in 
action. While, if he lets it slip, he sinks from 
irresistible might to infantile weakness. Be- 
lieving in Christ, he can do all things. With- 
out that belief he can do nothing. So Paul 
felt when he triumphantly exclaimed, *' I can 
do all things through Christ that strengtheneth 
me." And so Jesus taught when He said, 
"Without me ye can do dothing." *'A11 
things are possible to him that believeth ! " 

Glorious things are spoken concerning faith 
in the Scriptures. Wonderful achievements 
are ascribed to it. By it weak things are said 
to be made mighty. Miracles have been 
wrought by it. It has held the laws of nature 
in mysterious suspension. It has invaded the 
grave, and wrung victories from the tyrant 
Death ! It has even won the harder conquest 
of sin in the human heart, 2CcA t^\ss^^ ^s^ 
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feUen man the lordship of himself. Imperious 
passion, furious propensity, the obstinate will, 
and wayward affections, have all confessed its 
power. Fear has ceased to agitate the breast, 
guilt to gnaw the conscience, and shame to 
tinge the cheek, in its presence. By it even 
depravity has let go its fearful grasp on the 
human spirit, and the fallen, weakened, spotted 
captive, man, has risen to liberty, purity, 
strength, and honour. It has raised him from 
the deepest depths of degradation to the 
purest heights of holiness, and to a throne in 
heaven. 

How precious, yea, how unspeakably pre- 
^ous, therefore, is faith! How potential in its 
influence! How necessary to the improve- 
ment and elevation of character ! 

But what is it that gives this potency to 
faith? Whence does it derive its wondrous 
power to change and elevate the human soul ? 
Why is it that when a guilty creature simply 
believes that Christ is a Mediator standing 
between him and God, his load of accumu- 
lated guilt, the result of innumerable and 
unspeakably flagrant oflfences, falls in an in- 
stant from bis heart ? Why is it that when 
a spirit, conscious of its weakness 2xA vm^urity. 



Loving Words, 85 

appropriates Christ to itself as its Saviour, by 
believing that His blood cleanses from all sin, 
it rises at once to a sense of conscious purity, 
and into the possession of a power to control 
itself, hitherto unfelt? Is it, as some teach, 
the mere effect of truth acting on the facul- 
ties? Or is it because, in conjunction with 
the contemplation and rejection of the truth, 
the Holy Spirit sheds a direct influence upon 
the mind ? 

The Bible teaches the last-named doctrine. 
It asserts, distinctly, that the Holy Spirit puts 
forth a direct and personal influence upon 
individual believers. Hence He is said to 
dwell in them, to comfort them, to strengthen 
them, to help their infirmities, to witness 
their adoption, and to purify their hearts. 
And these are the offices which we cannot 
conceive of His fulfilling without exerting a 
direct and positive influence on the mind. 

Take, for illustration, the operation of faith 
in the forgiveness of sin. How can the mere 
belief of revealed truth bring that delightful 
sense of divine reconciliation into the heart, 
which is the invariable fruit of evangelical 
faith ? The office of God's Word is to pro- 
duce in our minds a conformity het^Nee\s. cwvw. 
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ideas and the facts of the spiritual world. By 
it we learn the precise disposition of God to- 
ward us as sinners, and the terms on which 
He will admit us to favour. True, the per- 
ception of these facts is calculated to deeply 
impress us with a sense of our guilt, and of 
the certainty of our pardon if we submit to 
the terms prescribed. But those who exclude 
the direct influence of the Spirit from their 
theory forget that, owing to our natural 
blindness and alienation from God, we cannot 
be made either to contemplate or to perceive 
these fiicts without such influence. The 
Holy Ghost must first act on our minds, in- 
clining us to the study of these facts, and 
giving thein distinctness and life 5 and even 
then, however clear our view and steadfast 
our belief of the facts, our guilt can only be 
cancelled by an act of divine forgiveness, 
which, to be known and enjoyed, must be 
directly communicated to the mind, or there 
can be no peace. 

It is also true of the processes of regenera- 
tion and sanctification, that they involve 
changes which cannot be accomplished except 
by the direct influence of a divine agent. 
^ believing the truth, we learn the fact of 
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our impurity 5 we discern the necessity of its 
removal 3 we are taught the mode by which 
we are to be washed 3 a host of motives to 
seek it are crowded before the mind 5 and 
every encouragement that can be desired is 
presented to call faith into action. More than 
this the truth cannot do. It cannot impart 
the indescribable consciousness of purity, that 
sense of fellowship with God which accom- 
panies the exercise of faith in the blood of 
sprinkling. Neither can it bestow that inde- 
finable influence which attends the prayers 
and utterances of deeply spiritual minds. 
Hence the Scriptures ascribe the work of 
purification to the agency of the Holy Spirit. 
He is said to endue believers with ''power 
from on high," to " purify their hearts.** An 
active, direct agency is ascribed to Him ; and 
that agency is exerted in conjunction with 
faith. When the mind trusts, the Holy Spirit 
acts. His agency, in the form of a direct 
influence on the mind, is exerted, though in 
a manner, as Jesus himself taught, wholly 
incomprehensible to our minds, and altogether 
beyond our powers of investigation. 

It is this divine influence, always accom 
panying active, evangeUcal€2i\.Vi,^Vv^\S)a^^^ 
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it an element of power. The believer, be- 
holding all his weakness, flies trembling from 
himself, with an earnestness which awakens 
and concentrates all his energies in an act of 
trust in his Deliverer. And in that very act 
he waxes strong ; for Christ strengthens him. 
He exclaims with wonder, as his soul grows 
conscious of the aid it has received, " When I 
am weak, then I am strong ; verily, all things 
are possible to him that believeth." He 
gazes on the wiles of his spiritual tempters, 
on the hostilities of the world, on the cares of 
life, on the stem demands of dutyj he re- 
members his past weaknesses j he collects 
ever}' hostile image around him^ and when 
his adversaries stand up in their most gigantic 
and forbidding aspect, and roar and threaten 
him most fearfully, he gazes in the face of 
his Redeemer, and, with a full consciousness 
of His approval, cries, " I can do all things 
through Christ that strengtheneth me." 

Would you. Christian, have power? Cul- 
tivate faith, and it shall be manifest to all 
that God is with you. Are you surrounded 
with difficulties trials, enemies ? Is their 
name legion ? Are they strong, and are you 
%ycak? Stcsjdfublly belic\e in Christ as your 
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Helper, and you will overcome. Are you 
struggling with imbred sin? — with uncon- 
quered tempers, and uneasy passions ? Crawl 
to Calvary in meek submission, and believe 
that Christ lives to save, and you shall have 
victory. Faith shall be to you an element of 
power, and through it you shall first subdue 
yourself on earth, and hereafter "scale the 
mount of God." 



" Faith, mighty faith, the promise sees, 
And looks to that alone. 
Laughs at impossibilities. 
And cries, It shall be done ! * 



FAITH IN CHRIST. 

My faith looks up to Thee, 
Thou Lamb of Calvary, 

Saviour Divine. 
Now hear me while I pray, 
Take all my guilt away ; 
Oh let me from this day 

Be wholly Thine. 

Ma:y Thy rich grace impart 
Strength to my fainting heart ; 

My zeal in!>pire. 
As Thou hast died for me, 
Oh may my love to Thee 
Pure, warm, and changeless be, 

A living fire 

G 
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While life's dark maze I tread. 
And griefs around me spread, 

Be Thou my Guide. 
Bid darkness turn to day, 
Wipe sorrow's tears away. 
Nor let me ever stray 

From Thee aside. 

When ends life's transient dream, 
When death's cold, sullen stream 

Shall o'er me roll, — 
Dear Saviour, then, in love 
Fear and distrust remove, 
And bear me safe above, 

A ransom'd soul. 



THE END. 
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